INTERCESSION.                     69
IV.
O watcher at the guardless gate of kings, O doorkeeper that serving at their feast Hast in thine hand their doomsday drink, and seest
With eyeless sight the soul of unseen things ;
Thou in whose ear the dumb time coming sings. Death, priest and king that makest of king and
priest A name, a dream, a less thing than the least,
Hover awhile above him with closed wings,
Till the coiled soul, an evil snake-shaped beast, Eat its base bodily lair of flesh away ;
If haply, or ever its cursed life have ceased, Or ever thy cold hands cover his head From sight of France and freedom and broad day, He may see these and wither and be dead.
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